166                   LETTERS OF T. E. LAWRENCE                   1914.
were carrying on mutual recriminations I puffed a zinc tank full
of air, tied to its tail another for Dahoum, and one for a camera
and tape and things . . . and splashed off for the island with a
couple of planks as paddles. The police returning a little later
found my fleet sailing slowly seawards, and they had no boat,
and no zinc tanks, and so could only weep while we worked, I
had tied Dahoum to my tail, since I felt that any intelligent shark
would leave me in the cold, but the whole squadron sailed across
safely, saw, judged and condemned the ruins as uninteresting, and
splashed homewards, very cold and very tired: there was a most
unkind breeze in our teeth, and the return took hours,
Kaimmakam was informed of his fate, and cursed my religion:
he attached to me in revenge a lieutenant and a half company
of soldiers to keep me always in sight. I remembered [name
omitted'] 's dysenteric servant, and took about six photographs so,
and then dropped all the police in the ravines around Mount
Hor. It's a long story , ,. they had camels, and couldn't walk and
couldn't climb as fast as self and Dahoum . . * and we walked
them out of water, and they were hungry, and we dodged up
valleys and slipped their trails; until the desired happened,
and the last one left us, and I spent a splendid morning all in
peace on top of Aaron's tomb in Mount Hor, Perfect peace
without . .. rather a strained situation within, mitigated partly
by a sweet rain-pool, partly by the finding of my tents next
afternoon after a two-day absence. I shot a partridge on the
hill at dawn, and we cooked it over brushwood, and ate half
each. A very good partridge but a small one. The night just
under the hill-top was bitterly cold, with a huge wind and
blinding squalls of rain. We curled up in a knot under a not-
sufficiently-overhanging-rock and packed our sheepskin cloaks
under and over and round us, and still were as cold and cross as
bears. Not thirsty though, at all.
We had luck, since we found the two great cross-roads through
the hills of the Arabah, that serve modern raiding parties entering
Sinai, and which served the Israelites a bit earlier. Nobody would
show them us, of the Arabs, which accounts for our rather
insane wanderings without a guide ,.* but we did it all well
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